TEXTS   AND    PRETEXTS

Nor could thy picture, nor thine empty glove,

Nor all thy kind long letters, nor the band

Which really spanned

Thy body chaste and warm,

Thenceforward move

Upon the stony rock their wearied charm.

At last, then, thou wast dead.

Yet would I not despair,

But wrought my daily task, and daily said

Many and many a fond, unfeeling prayer,

To keep my vows of faith to thee from harm.

In vain.
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